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"Hey, Sav," Joe's distinctive voice cut through the cacophany of the small dressing room allotted to Def 
Leppard in the Mayfair Ballroom in Newcastle, as the openers for AC/DC on the UK leg of the Highway to Hell 


tour. 
"What, Joe?" the bassist called back. 


"Go find Steve," the singer ordered. "We're on in less than an hour. | know bloody well he's nervous, but so are 
the rest of us. You always get him calmed down, though." Joe had figured out a while ago why Steve 
responded to Sav's pep talks better than anyone else's, but wasn't planning to say anything unless the two of 


them did first. As far as he was concerned, if they preferred each other to the groupies, so much the better, 


less competition from his bandmates meant more birds for him! 


Sav immediately got up and nodded. "I'll be back with him as quick as | can," he said. Heading out of the dressing 
room, he checked the loo first thing, but it was empty. Knowing his boyfriend's habits, he headed for the 


loading doors at the rear of the venue. Sure enough, he spotted blond hair and the glow of a lit cigarette in 
the shadows amid stacks of pallets and cargo boxes. He headed over. "Hey, you," he called softly. "Holding up 
okay?" 


‘lm bloody fucking terrified," Steve said. "Sav, this is AC/DC we're opening for. Our music is nothing like theirs. 


Their fans are gonna boo us offstage!" 


He lifted the cigarette to his lips again and Sav could see his hand shaking. He knew Steve suffered from 
stagefright before most shows, but this wasn't good. "Stop talking bollocks," he said firmly. "They're gonna love 
us. They're gonna love you." He took a step closer and dropped his voice, adding, "Not that any of ‘em will love 


you like | do." 
"Sav." Steve's voice held a mix of worry and affection "Someone might hear.” 


"One, you came out here to be alone and | know it, so we're alone," Sav said "And two, I'm proud to call you 


mine. | got no issue with letting people know it, either." 


Steve blushed and dropped the cigarette, grinding it out under his foot. "Yeah?" he asked a little breathlessly. 
"You'd do that for me?" 


"I'd do that for us," Sav corrected gently. Taking another step closer, he reached out and pulled Steve into his 
arms. "You just say the word and I'll kiss you right in the middle of the dressing room for the rest of the 
blokes to see." He grinned and added, "Maybe then Pete will quit shoving birds in our direction becouse he 
thinks we can't manage our own love lives." He leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to Steve's jaw. "Now there's an 


idea," he murmured in the blond's ear. "You need a distraction How about | give you one?" 


Steve shivered lightly, purring in response to the kiss. "I don't. are you sure this is a good idea?" Despite his 


words, he wrapped his arms around his boyfriend, pressing close. 


Sav grinned. "It's probably a terrible idea. Which is why we're doing it. We're rockers, we're supposed to live 
dangerously, right?" He nuzzled at Steve's ear while running one hand up his leg to press against the front of 
his snug-fitting jeans. 


‘Oh my God," Steve breathed, hardening at the contact. "Sav, please." 


"Please what, love?" Sav asked. He trailed soft kisses down Steve's neck to where it met his shoulder and 
sucked hard, not realising that he left a mark. At the same time, he unfastened his boyfriend's jeans and 


worked them down over his slim hips, freeing the guitarists rapidly growing erection 


"Touch me," Steve moaned softly. "Make me come. | want to feel your hands all over me, Sav." He fumbled for 
a moment with Sav's jeans, brushing his own fingers over the hardness within as he got them open and tugged 


them down. 


Sav lightly batted Steve's hands away. "I've wanted to try this for a while and | was planning on doing it after 
the show, but | think you need it now. | think you need to know how very.. very.. much.. l. love.. you." He 
pressed soft, open kisses to Steve's chest in between each word, glad that Steve liked to wear open shirts 


onstage, moving lower with each one until he was on his knees in front of his boyfriend. 


"Sav, what..?" Steve started to say, losing his words in a sharp inhale and a hungry moan as he felt Sav's lips 


teasing at the head of his cock. "God, Sav.. that's.. thats." 


"Mmm," Sav purred as he licked up the length of Steve's shaft. "If | knew you'd taste so good, I'd've done this 
before." He took a deep breath and drew his boyfriend as far into his mouth as he could 


Steve moaned again, leaning back against the boxes behind him as his legs trembled. "Sav.. baby.. God!" His 
hands tangled in his boyfriend's dark curls as his hips jerked forward in response to feeling the heat of Sav's 


mouth wrapped around him for the first time. 


Wrapping one hand around his own erection, Sav wanked as he bobbed his head eagerly on his boyfriend's cock, 
savouring the taste of the blond's pre-cum and the sound of Steve's moans and gasps. He'd never tried this 
before, and nearly gagged a time or two when Steve thrust forward unexpectedly, but seeing and hearing how 
much his boyfriend was enjoying it turned him on more than he would have believed. He moaned, feeling his 


own climax building. 


Steve's hand's tightened in Sav's hair when the bassist moaned, the sound vibrating along his flesh and drawing 
him closer to the edge. "Sav.. gonna.. gonna.. OHHH!" His hips bucked as he erupted. 


"Mmmph!" Sav struggled to swallow the salty liquid suddenly filling his mouth, continuing to suck Steve's cock 
until he was sure the guitarist was finished, his hand moving faster on his own shaft as he reached his own 
completion. He pulled back then, slowly releasing Steve's member from his lips and looking up at his boyfriend 


with a smile. "Feeling more relaxed, love?" 


"You know | am," Steve giggled. "I can't believe you did that! Not that I'm complaining, mind" He tugged Sav to 
his feet again and kissed him softly, not caring that he could taste himself on his boyfriend's lips. "I love you, 
baby. Thank you." 


Sav smiled and caressed Steve's cheek. "I love you, too," he murmured. "And we better get our arses back 


inside, it can't be much longer before we're onl!" 


Laughing, the two hurriedly righted their clothing and shook out their hair, then ran back towards the Def 


Leppard dressing room. 


Joe greeted them at the door. "Bloody hell, you can't go on like that, Steve," he said, staring at the guitarists 


neck. 


"Huh?" Steve said. 


"Bollocks," Sav said, looking at the hickey he'd put on Steve's neck, screamingly obvious against the guitarists 
pale skin. "Um.. | know!" He dove for the wardrobe and pawed around in a drawer, coming up with a polka-dotted 
scarf that looked good against the guitarists white shirt. "Here, tie this around your neck, Steve." To Joe, he 


asked, "How long do we have?" 

"Ten minutes," the singer answered. "I was about to come looking for you two" He smiled that sideways smile 
of his and added, "Didn't want to send Pete or Rick, after all. Rick's a bit young yet for what he might've 
found, and Pete's got a temper on him." 

Sav blushed, as did Steve. "Umm..." 


"Your secret is safe with me, mates," Joe told them with a grin. 


Steve settled the scarf around his neck and tied it carefully. "Speaking of Rick, we oughta get a cake or 
something organised for him. It's his birthday coming up, our first night at Hammersmith. This look okay, Joe?" 


"Yeah, looks good," Joe said. "Maybe even make it a signature look for yourself onstage. And in all seriousness, 
l'm really happy for you two. Now let's go show these AC/DC fans that they don't have to rely on Aussies to 


rock out!" 


